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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

This is the first novel in The Celestial Echoes Series—a visionary saga of angels, memory, and the resonance of light across time.

The story continues in Resonance: Song of the Remembering Stars.

––––––––

[image: ]


First Edition

Cover and interior design by Ana Talaia

For more information:

ruitalaia@yahoo.com

I am Rui Talaia, and writing is my way of remembering what the soul already knows. My work blends mysticism, emotional depth, and lyrical storytelling, inviting readers into worlds where memory, light, and destiny are intertwined.

Over the years, I have written from a place of inner vision and spiritual exploration, drawing on my love for New Age philosophy and the sacred threads that connect us all.

Before The Celestial Fault: When Light Remembers Itself, I wrote:


	
The Memory Thief’s Apprentice: A Tale of Lost Pasts and Forbidden Knowledge, a metaphysical mystery of stolen truths and hidden power.

	
The Soul Blueprint: Unlocking the Life You Were Born to Live, a guidebook for inner alignment and soul-led living.

	
Manifesting 1-2-3: Your Step-by-Step Guide, a practical yet soulful path to creating a life rooted in intention and higher purpose.



Each book is part of a larger journey—mine and yours—to remember who we truly are and why we came. 

Thank you for walking beside me.
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Prologue: The Shatter

The sky trembled as waves of unknown energy tore through the fabric of the cosmos, tearing open the veil between worlds with violence that sent shockwaves echoing through eternity. The celestial breach was no ordinary fracture in space—it was a rupture in memory itself, an explosion of forgotten truths that shattered the very foundation of divine harmony.

The blast was deafening in its silence—a paradoxical scream that resonated across dimensions, silencing the angels who once danced in radiant symphonies of light. Time itself fractured, drifting apart like shards of a shattered mirror, each fragment reflecting a distorted yet strangely familiar universe. Shadows writhed across the celestial plains, spiraling in response to the upheaval, casting a pall of chaos that threatened to drown the ancient order in darkness and dissonance.

At the heart of the chaos, celestial energies wavered—flickering like embers in their final gasp. It was as if the universe had abandoned its own memory, unleashing a wave of discord that dissolved the sacred harmonics—the melodies that once guided angels in their sublime dance of purpose and light.

From the depths of this rupture, whispers emerged—muffled, fragmented voices threading across the void to reach the soul of a lone observer. Eluriahn, on the cusp of awakening, felt an inexplicable shiver ripple through her, as though the very weave of her essence were responding to the cosmic wound. Her breath caught—suspended between worlds, in that twilight space where visions begin to take form. Somewhere distant, a faint and haunting melody stirred—not present in the air, but woven through her consciousness like a forgotten lullaby calling her toward the heart of the breach.

As the scream faded into a heavy, waiting silence, the universe seemed to hold its breath. And beneath that stillness, something ancient began to stir—a primal ache pulsing like a heartbeat in the dark. A sorrow too vast for language rippled outward, echoing through countless layers of being. This was not simply a collapse of space—it was the collapse of memory, of purpose, of divine promise itself.

Every angel’s cry—silent, yet thunderous—carried the wound across time, weaving a tapestry of grief and forgotten light. It was not a cry born of fear, but of profound dislocation. And in the wake of the shatter, its echoes threaded through the shadowed corners of existence, waiting for the one who would dare to listen—the one who might finally understand the true cost of what was lost.

Part I – The Whisper of Wings

The Awakening of Eluriahn: A dreamwalker receives memories that are not her own.

The night settled softly over her small apartment, but sleep refused to come.

Eluriahn lay still beneath the weight of darkness, her body unmoving, yet her mind alight with flickering images just beyond reach. Tonight, the whispers had returned—subtle, persistent, stirring the shadows of her thoughts like distant thunder rolling through a storm long passed.
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